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to those lovely valleys in the foot-hills of northern
India, and it clearly showed how splendid must be
the scenery in the middle of Corsica* A strong,
virile land, full of natural violence, hardship, and
crude poverty*
From the clear, sparkling air of that mountain-
side I returned once again to the foulness of that
swine-infested ship*    All my life, until  I lose
consciousness during the last hours, the smell, or
sight, of a pig will remind me of the Henri Estier.
We set sail for Nice in the late afternoon and,
sitting on deck near the captain's cabin, I longed for
someone to talk to about what I had seen*   There
was no one but the white woolly dog, for the
captain could speak only a few sentences of halting
English, and I even less in French,   I am now
going to air a grievance, because I considered it at
the time of which I am writing*
Not ten feet away was the captain, a man I knew
that I could like, but was definitely barred from
seeking his acquaintance as effectively as if we had
both been dumb* It was all wrong, definitely
wrong, and this kind of thing is so well known that
it can almost be called a platitude to mention it*
All right, if that is so, why does not someone do
something about it ?
Every sane man or woman of any intellect
wishes humanity to reach one of its highest goals*